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with occasional sallies into the political field. His sister Henrietta
Barnett, and her husband the Canon, were among his most bitter
satires.
"Have nothing to do with your relations," was his constant advice to'
his family, uttered as an almost daily slogan.
Certainly his brothers and sisters, and nephews and nieces, were a
very queer crowd, rather feckless and disorderly. They had all in-
herited small fortunes from a very rich father who was one of the most
celebrated men in England, being none other than the proprietor of
Rowland's Macassar Oil which originated the Victorian antimacassars,
on every horsehair-stuffed chair, in every Victorian household. Byron
wrote about him in Childe Harold. His name was as familiar as a
household word, and his oil was as precious balm to the luxuriant
whiskers of Victorian dandies. As a young man he went to Germany
and brought back a little German wife whose portrait hangs in my
drawing-room now, a pretty and pathetic little lady, childlike and
delicate, but the mother of a big family before she died, poor dear.
She was, of course, my wife's grandmother, and once Agnes and I, being
in the Rhineland, went to find her family "Schloss" at Honef-am-
Rhein of which we had a drawing. The driver of the car to whom we
confided our quest became quite excited and sentimental. He stopped
several citizens of Honef and informed them of the object of our
journey.
"The Herrschaften seek the Schloss of their German grandmother."
"Ach! That is very romantic. Surely it is the Schloss now inhabited
by Herr von Diercksen," or whatever the name might be.
We were taken to several Schlosses, The driver would stop below a
flight of steps and say: "This is the Schloss of your grandmother."
But it was not the Schloss of my wife's grandmother, according to the
drawing we had. At the fourth time we yielded, and pretended that
certainly it was the Schloss and gazed at it with sham sentimentality
which satisfied the romantic soul of our German driver.
My father-in-law-to-be inherited a somewhat Germanic character
from his little German mother and her ancestry. That may have
accounted for the severity with which he brought up his family- His
three sons hated him because of his bullying, though he sent them to
public schools and spent a lot of money on their education, which
greatly reduced his inheritance.
He sent Agnes to a convent school in Belgium, as I have said, for the
sake of economy, and then was violently angry when she told him one
day that she had become a Catholic. He treated her in a medieval way,
shutting her up in her room, after denouncing the Catholic Church and
all its works. He even wrote a letter to the Pope, but His Holiness